Uh Oh, What Is This? 

by Ann Chase 




Robert Maslow is a disquieting person 
to watch, talk to or come in contact with. 
Perhaps he’s crazy. But then again, per- 
haps he’s right, and what does that make 
you? He is probably best known as the 
man who appears as Henry Kissinger in a 
Superman costume, Richard Nixon in a 
prison uniform, Gerald Ford in an Eagle 
Scout uniform or a pig in a clerical collar, 
on hand at public festivals and demon- 
strations. The Washington Post always 
gives him a plug, “ . . . tourists took pic- 
tures of . . . 

Your immediate reaction is embarrass- 
ment, an averting of the eyes, as if you 
had uncovered some physical deformity. 
“What’s he doing? A grown man?! 
Doesn’t he have anything better to do 
with his time?’’ If you think of him at 
all, he goes into that “marginal’’ slot, 
along with the woman who stalks the 
streets of D. C. screaming insults at peo- 
ple in Albanian. 

The truth is that Maslow has a job, an 
office, a family. He’s the director of In 



the Public Interest, a syndicated radio 
program. In short. Bob Maslow is no dif- 
ferent than you or 1. How many of us 
have to physically suppress the urge to 
stand up and yell “Fuck you!’’ at any and 
all political figures? Maslow channels his 
urge by creating a picture of his emo- 
tions, a cartoon that speaks for itself. 

“A cartoon is a single visual frame or 
picture which captures the tone and con- 
tent of what you’re trying to express. 
Carrying a sign and wearing a mask of a 
recognizable political leader in the cos- 
tume people are accustomed to seeing 
him in— for real or as he is caricatured in 
the media— can work as a complete car- 
toon, requiring no further time or expla- 
nation,’’ Maslow explains. 

“I’m not that interested in words. 
They have too many shades of meaning. 
I appeared at the demonstration for 
WGTB (an alternative radio station that 
was taken off the air by its parent organi- 
zation, Georgetown University) as a pig in 
a clerical collar. A priest came up to me 



and said, ‘What do you represent? Are 
you saying all priests are pigs?’ 1 didn’t 
say anything. Just listen to your own 
voice, sir. Swish it around for a little 
while and see how it tastes,’’ he says 
softly, shaking his head. 

But there is more to it than putting 
on a mask. Maslow has given his activities 
some thought. He has a philosophy of ac- 
tion, a world view and quotations from 
Woody Allen, Baudelaire and Kurt Von- 
negut to illustrate the point. 

By putting on a mask of one of our 
great leaders, Maslow “plants the thought 
that respected authorities are really no- 
thing but self-important assholes in search 
of a conscience. From there,’’ he says, 
“it is a short step to the de-legitimization 
of their ‘high office,’ their policies and 
pronunciamentos and finally their ‘right’ 
to piss away our taxes and pretend to be 
our betters. Fuck ’em and the horses 
they rode in on,’’ he growls. 

“The first time I ever wore a mask was 
at Nixon’s second inaugural. I feel that 
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re-electing Nixon was the most preposter- 
ous event, almost as preposterous as re- 
electing Hitler. There were 200,000 peo- 
ple at the counter-inauguration and 
50,000 people at the Inauguration. You 
got this tremendous feeling of calm, that 
there were this many people that think 
the way we do, that things were this 
shitty. 

“I was Nixon for about 7 hours, and 
people came up to me and told me how 
much they hated Nixon and everything 
he represented. Later, after Nixon fired 
Cox there was a spontaneous demonstra- 
tion. People just came down to the White 
House and kept milling around. I was 
Nixon in a prison uniform. At the end of 
it, a cop came up to me and put his arm 
around me and we walked quietly for a 
few blocks. Even the cops pick up the 
smell. The whole town’s rotten. 

“If the most respected person in the 
country, the person who heads all the 
popularity polls year after year, is actual- 
ly a malicious lunatic, what else is true?” 
And then he giggles. Uh, oh, you think, 
what is this? 

Physically and spiritually. Bob Maslow 
is Woody Allen. His book. The Browning 
of America, opens with a quotation from 
Allen. “My only regret in life so far is 
that I’m not somebody else.’’ He even re- 
sembles Allen, in his own words “ . . . just 
a moody, silly, rude, chubby Jewish 
man.’’ This is not to say that Maslow is 
a buffoon. Far from it. He is a one-man 
demonstration against our national death 
of the spirit. 

In a letter reprinted in The Browning 
of America, Maslow spells out his philo- 
sophy of life and politics to a friend. 
“ . . . I have no illusions about the politi- 
cal utility of effectiveness of my troupe 
of masked men waggling their fannies and 
making fun of our belowed and respected 
leaders. I do it for other reasons: (1) It’s 
fun; (2) It makes tight-lipped people 
laugh, and (3) There doesn’t seem to be 
anything else to do. 

“There simply is no revolutionary 
movement in this country for alienated 
and angry folk to relate to and work for. 
The despised of the earth are notoriously 
unorganized . . . which leaves us with lib- 
erals and exhibitionists (I am both). ... 
There are no revolutionaries because 
there is nothing revolutionary to do. 

“ ... To me there is a sense of abso- 
lute futility and despair about being a re- 
volutionary in America. And thanks but 
no thanks. The enemy to me is not the 
system but precisely that feeling of futili- 
ty and despair. It’s everywhere. 



“But, I don’t care about changing the 
world. I should. It certainly needs 
changing. Must be changed. But, not by 
me. And I repeat; What the fuck should 
I be doing? Writing my Congressman? 
Blowing up people? Immolating myself? 
Everybody tells me that my act is count- 
erproductive and/or ineffectual. So fuck- 
ing what!! Who, please tell me, is knock- 
ing ’em dead? Showing all of us the way? 

“I mean, where exactly are freedom 
and creativity and laughter and affection 
and play fluorishing these days? ... If 
you believe as I do that all authority is 
fucked, what concretely can we do to get 
rid of it, of them? If I don’t know the 
answer to that, I have no choice but to do 
the best I can to lift my own spirits and 
the spirits of the people I love. Some- 
thing to do before and until the revolu- 
tion and/or death overtakes me.’’ 

Cartooning, or Operation Butthole, as 
Maslow calls it, “has a philosophy of 
shrill contempt for all authority. We 
want people to start with a basic con- 
tempt for an office and feel pleasandy 
surprised if the contempt isn’t justified 
by its occupant. This country is so 
fucked up on images that we’ve let good 
grooming and politeness become a sub- 
stitute for intelligence and humanity.’’ 

Maslow has a poster on his wall that 
sums up all of his feelings of authority. 
It depicts two helmeted Marines fighting 
with pugil sticks. The caption reads, 
“The Marines are looking for a few good 
men to beat each other to death with 
pugil sticks,’’ Let’s face it, it’s funny, but 
it’s also true. So is the idea of the former 
President of the United States in a con- 
vict’s outfit. You don’t need to say any- 
thing more. 

“There are two key concepts that ex- 
plain Operation Butthole,’’ Maslow ex- 
plains, sitting on the floor of his office, 
“anti-authoritarianism and boredom. 
Another term psychologists use is event- 
lessness, the feeling that nothing ever 
happens, ever could happen. It’s a con- 
dition most prevalent among mothers of 
small children. They get tremendously 
depressed and sleep all the time, and then 
they go to psychiatrists for sensory en- 
hancers. I’m just trying to say that men 
feel that way, too. Everything in life is 
as boring as shit, and that includes life at 
home, in the office, on the weekend, 
everything.’’ 

“Since August 8, 1974, or thereabouts 
(Nixon’s demise), politics itself has be- 
come the greatest single cause of bore- 
dom,’’ Maslow announces. To prove it, 
he exhibits a clipping about two young 
men who ran for Student Body President 



of the University of Texas on the Art and 
Sausages party ticket, promising to sell 
the football team, the Texas Longhorns, 
to the highest bidders as a mercenary 
troop. They won, claiming it was because 
they had entertained the electorate. 

“All campaigns now look to me to be 
the same campaign, like Marine recruit- 
ment or selling Alpo or Nixon’s re- 
election campaign. Everybody is selling 
something, and they all sound the same. 
There is now one acceptable way to be- 
have, and everybody sounds like dog 
shit.’’ Maslow gets really angry and then 
giggles again. 

“The score is Boredom 2, Mustang 0. 
The revolution has come and gone and 
the forces of boredom have won. I mean 
that to include the whole human poten- 
tial movement. It’s all based on be like 
me and you can become rich and power- 
ful. Be like Werner Erhart and you can 
be a success. People come up and testify 
that they were able to keep sales up by 
adopting such and such a technique. 
How much money did you move? How 
many impressions did you get? The sym- 
bol of the American psyche is McDon- 
alds. People look at that sign, 19 billion 
sold, and see success. It’s an irrefutable 
proposition.’’ 

So what’s the bottom line for all this? 
Maslow thinks it would be a good thing 
if nobody voted in November. That 
would be a clear sign that the people had 
caught on. “If everybody knew, nobody 
would vote. They’d say this doesn’t even 
come close to what we had in mind. It 
would be better to have a piece of dog 
shit in the White House than a person.’’ 

“I know I’m not supposed to say dog 
shit. In fact, it’s worse than dog shit. 
There’s a certain integrity to dog shit. 
Dogs aren’t doing anything to anybody 
besides shitting. 

There is a tendency in American poli- 
tics to think of everything in terms of 
numbers, in terms of a mass movement. 
The mind’s eye can’t quite grasp the idea 
of five thousand people showing up at a 
political rally wearing pig masks. “It’s 
silly,’’ scream the serious folk. But, then 
again, so is politics, or at least it would be 
if it wasn’t so boring. Perhaps if the 
American people took Maslow’s advice 
and went on a massive campaign deflating 
the egos of their leaders, things would 
stop getting worse. Nothing else has 
worked. Serious discussion of so-called 
issues and responsible opposition only 
serves to fuel their hot-air balloons. At 
least the politicians would know that 
whatever they were selling, we weren’t 
buying any. 



